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Tragedy of H^\vXq% 

May one bo pardoned and retains th’offcnce? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may fhow by iuftice. 

And oft tis fce;-.e the wicked prize it felfc 
Buycs cut thclaw.but tis not to aboue, 

There is no fhufling, there the a&ion lies 
In his true nature,and weour fe'ues compcld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in cuidence: what then, what refts ? 

Try° what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

0 wretched ftatc,0 bofomc blacke as death, 

Olimed foule, that ftruggling tobe free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make aflay. 

Bow ftubborneknees-and hart with firings' of fteelc,. 

Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe,, 

All maybe well. 

Enter Warn let. 

Ham. Now might I doe it, but now a is a praying, 
And now He doo t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuendge,that would be fcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for that* 

1 his foie fonne,doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this isbafeand filly. notreuendge, 

A tookemy father grofely.full of breads 
Withall his crimes broad blowne^s flufh as May, 

And how his audit ftands who knowes fauc heauen,. 

But in out circumftance and courfeof thought, 

Tis heauy with him: and am I then reuendged 
To take him in the purging o f his foule. 

When he is fit and feafoned for his paffage? 

No, 

Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke,a flcepe,or in his rage, 

Or in th’inceftious pleafure of his bed. 

At game, a fwearing,or about fbme act 
That has.no relifh offaluation in t. 

Then. 
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Trinie ofvemarke. 

Then trip him that his heele mas kick at heauen. 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes ; my mother ftaies. 

This phificke but prolongs thy fickly dates. _ Exit. 

King. My words fly vp, my thoughts remame below 
Words without thoughts ncuer to heauen goc. Exit . 

Enter Gertrard and Pofonias, 
p 0 [ 0 ' A will come ftrait,lookc you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks haue beene too broad to bcare with. 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood between® 

Much heatc and him,Ile filence me euen heere. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. lie waite you,feare me not, 

With-draw,Iheare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother,what‘s the matter/ 

Ger . Hamlet ,thou haft thy fath cr much offended. 

H am. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come,come,you anfwcr with an idle tongue, 

H am. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now H amleti 
Ham. What’s the matter now? , 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queenc,your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 

Ger. Nay then lie fet thole to you that can fpcake. 

Ham , Come, command fit you downe,you (hall not boudgft 
You goc not till I fet you vp a glafle 
Where you may fee the mofi part of you, 

Cjer. What wilt thou doe,thoti wilt not murthcr xr.cf 
Helpe hoe, * 

P olo. What hoe helpe. 

H am. How now, a Rat, dead for aDuckat,c?ead, 

'Pol. O I am flaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done? 

H am. Nay I know not,is it the King? 
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